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which is described as "a goose walking over your gra\e." Crum-
mie became afraid lest Sam would notice thai this queer irresis-
tible shudder kept running through her body. To herself it
seemed so terribly apparent that she was intensely grateful to
old Weatherwax for not waiting to be seated but commencing
his ditty from the middle of the floor between the fireplace and
the table. There was a really intense stillness round that candle-
lit disordered table covered with half-empty cups and wine glasses
and with orange skins and nut shells as the great perspiring coun-
tenance of the satyrish gardener composed itself into what he felt
to be his singing expression. Mr. Weatherwax's singing expression
was as a matter of fact little short of maudlin. "VtTiat might be
called a radiant imbecility beamed from that great face, the eyes
of which were tightly closed.
In the silence that awaited his first note, Sarn Dekker, whose
ears were as sharp as the ears of a fox, caught distinctly the
sound, from some room on-the landing above, of a low-pitched
miserable weeping. Sam had been all that evening aware of
many things that had been unnoticed even by his father. He alone
among them all had not been oblivious of that insubstantial
shadow forming in the moonlight, melting away in the moon-
light, and then reshaping itself there; swaying and hovering above
the Glastonbury roofs, in vaporous convulsed movements, as if
the atmosphere of that-night contained an element that could
gather itself up, condense itself, solidify itself, and take the form
of the beams of a vast cross upon which that shadowy figure was
hung. But Sam's consciousness of this vaporous shadow, twisting
and turning in pain up there, now began to be blent and con-
fused in his mind with a definite human suffering that was going
on, below the roof of the Vicarage but above the ceiling of the
museum. Old Weatherwax's rumbling bass voice singing the fol-
lowing stave seemed to his ears to be a fit symbol of the world's
attitude to both these griefs.
"The Brewer, the Malster, the Miller and I
Had a heifer, had a filly, had a Ding-Dong;
When Daffadowndillies look up at the sky;
Pass along boys! Pass along!